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busied, if not bettered, by our presence. The load grew heavier,
nay scarcely to be borne, when my father too became unwell.
From his youth, he had frequently had violent headaches; which,
however, at longest never used to last beyond six-and-thirty hours.
But now they were continual; and when they mounted to a high
degree of pain, his meanings tore my very heart. It was in these
tempestuous seasons that I chiefly felt my bodily weakness; be-
cause it kept me from my holiest and dearest duties, or rendered
the performance of them hard to an extreme degree.
It was now that I could try whether the path, which I had
chosen, was the path of phantasy or truth; whether I had merely
thought as others showed me, or the object of my trust had a
reality. To my unspeakable support, I always found the latter.
The straight direction of my heart to God, the fellowship of the
"Beloved Ones"1 I had sought and found; and this was what
made all things light to me. As a traveller in the dark, my soul,
when all was pressing on me from without, hastened to the place
of refuge, and never did it return empty.
In later times, some champions of religion, who seem to be
animated more by zeal than feeling for it, have required of their
brethren to produce examples of prayers actually heard; appa-
rently as wishing to have seal and signature, that so they might
proceed juridically in the matter. How unknown must the true
feeling be to these persons; how few real experiences can they
themselves have made!
I can say that I never returned empty, when in straits and
oppression I called on God. This is saying infinitely much; more
I must not and cannot say. Important as each experience was at
the critical moment for myself, the recital of them would be flat,
improbable and insignificant, were I to specify the separate cases.
Happy was I, that a thousand little incidents in combination
proved, as clearly as the drawing of my. breath proved me to be
living, that I was not without God in the world. He was near
to me, I was before him. This is what, with a diligent avoidance
of all theological systematic terms, I can with the greatest truth
declare.
Much do I wish that, in those times too, I had been entirely
without system. But which of us arrives early at the happiness
of being conscious of his individual self, in its own pure combina-
tion, without extraneous forms ? I was in earnest with religion.
1 Bo in the original.—ed.

